made up my mind to try for a raise. If Silsbee could pay George eighteen,
he could pay me twenty.
The old man's here now—go in and talk to him/ said Cecil. I went
in.
Silsbee looked at me and frowned. Evidently he knew what my being
there meant,
'Well!'
'Mr. Silsbee, I can't get along on twelve dollars a week. Don't you think
I can earn fifteen dollars at least—now?'
* You've just had a raise, Wright. No! Perhaps—the first of the year.'
I was sure injustice was being done me, So then and there, I 'quit*.
Mr. W. W, Clay, of Beers, Clay and Dutton, had interested me when I
was job-hunting, and I went straight over to see him.
'One of Silsbee's men?' he asked. A man in Silsbee's office could usually
draw and design in his style and was in demand by architects less capable
in design—
'Yes, sir.'
'How much do you expect to earn?'
'Eighteen dollars.'
He got up and went out with me to the foreman of the draughting room.
'Lockwood,' said he, 'take this young man on. We will pay him eighteen
dollars a week. His name is Wright.'
Cecil and I were still together noons and evenings. Mr. Clay, more than
kind, seemed interested in me. But I soon found myself entrusted with
work beyond me. Designing what I should be learning how to design.
I realized I had made a mistake in the long run. In a few weeks I went
in to tell Mr. Clay so. He was astonished.
'Aren't we good to you here, Wright? Isn't the work interesting?'
'Oh, yes,' I could truthfully say.
'Don't you like me?'
'Yes.'And I really did,
'Well, out with it. What's the matter?'
I told him I didn't feel ready to give out designs. Wanted to learn how
to make them. There was no one there skilled as a designer. I could learn
very little.
'I see,' he said dryly. He was hurt. I think he thought me a young
coxcomb.
'What are you going to do?'
'I'm going back to Silsbee.'
'Will he take you?'
'I don't know/
'Hadn't you better find out before you quit?'
'No.'
'Why not?'
I had no answer.
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